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writing a series of articles about him for the Kolnische Zeitung.
To produce the right mood, I had tried lighting a " Minghetti"
in spite of not being a smoker, but I suffered almost the same
fate as Nelson, who was sea-sick before Trafalgar. True, I
was not in charge of any frigates, but at the same time I was
faced with a task for a great paper. I had to do the best I
could. I earned no memorial column in a square, but
managed to produce a series of three articles. They were
read in winter seclusion far away before a blazing stove, with
the December wind outside blowing, snowflakes dancing
in the air, by two people in Bucharest who were then unknown
to me—Billow the German Ambassador and his wife.
The Princess talked of Vienna, which she had not visited
since the autumn of 1900, when her husband was appointed
Imperial Chancellor. " To tell the truth," she said, cc a visit
to Vienna I should find rather depressing now, for whole
households in which I was once at home are now no more—
houses like Wertheimstein, once such a lively place."
The Princess shares the view expressed in Eduard
Hanslick's book, Vom mmikalisch Schonen^ that there can be
no universal law for beauty, but that beauty appears differ-
ently to differently organised creatures, and that noble natures
desire a nobler form of beauty than people of commoner clay.
The point was then discussed that outstanding person-
alities mid difficulty in recognising the worth of others of
similar type. For instance, did that eminent musical critic
Hanslick grasp the true significance of Richard Wagner's
Walktire^ for which he predicted an early end ? And to-day
in Holland they spend a million on a theatre worthy o£ Parsifal.
Sapellnikov interposed : " Ibsen meant nothing to Tolstoi."
There is something forceful and expressive about this
Russian pianist ... he talked enthusiastically of Berlin life,
which he thought showed more vitality, movement and fotce
than that of Paris. He praised contemporary German art,
saying that though it was still undergoing a process of
gestation, it was yet full of significance, earnestness and
idealism.
The Chancellor interrupted our conversation by inviting
me to join him for a short time in his study. . . .
Something of the dour mood of the North Sea can be felt

